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Preface

Two weeks to the day after my husband’s unexpected death, as I was listening 
to and taking notes on a powerful sermon in church, I believe God gave me 
the concept for this book. The idea was so clear and complete that I was able 

to come home and immediately type out the entire outline order and title of chapters, 
in one sitting, before it was lost in the busyness of my life. 

This was not the first writing I had done. Many years before my husband passed 
away, and directly after my infant daughter Abby died, I started writing as a way 
to process my grief. During the nearly two decades since her death, in addition to 
writing many blog, magazine and newspaper articles, I began to outline and develop 
a number of books on sustainable small scale farming, parenting, homeschooling, and 
adoption. Due to my hectic life of raising many children, helping operate our family 
economy, and spending as much time as possible with my husband, these manuscripts 
lay unfinished without any specific goals for completion.

It seemed clear during that moment in church, that the good and gracious Lord was 
telling me to combine all of those starts into one finished book. The book would not 
only be a memoir of Cary’s life and our life together with our children, but it would 
also recall the generational legacy which our parents and grandparents had passed on 
to us. In so doing, we could move forward as a family of faith through trauma and 
tragedy, continuing to build on our family’s stable foundation for many generations 
to come. 

I have endeavored to recollect truthfully the events shared herein. I do have a 56-year-
old female brain (the kind that leaves the kitchen sink water running to overflowing), 
so I apologize up-front if I don’t recall all the facts as accurately as they occurred. 
Every story ever recounted has had a storyteller’s spin from his or her point of view. 
My prayer is that you will enjoy, learn, and grow from what I have written. My hope 
is that you will not get caught up in slight discrepancies that I may detail incorrectly, 
different than someone else might recall who was also present at the same event.  

We’ve all heard it said that “People might not remember what you said, or what you 
did, but they will remember how you made them feel.” Along those lines, I want you 
to feel my joy, my pain, my sorrow, my enthusiasm, my devotion, my gratitude, and my 
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love for the multiple generations of my extended family that I feel made me who I 
am, and what I am yet to become. More important is how I feel about the God I love, 
and that I hope you can someday feel that kind of love for Him yourself.

I have attempted to include delicate details in an appropriate way, without betraying 
confidence. I have used the given names of previous generations of family members, 
utilized birth order references for my children to allow them some privacy, and have 
purposely left out the names of contemporaries in my storytelling. I would not want 
to include some, and be faulted for excluding others. My living friends and relatives 
will know themselves as they read about their involvement in certain events, yet will 
retain their privacy.

Each chapter begins with a Bible scripture that I felt set the stage for the unfolding 
narrative. Unless otherwise noted, all scripture is from the New King James Version 
(NKJV) translation. 

Each chapter ends with the first stanza from one of my favorite hymns.1 Throughout 
my day I often have a song in my heart and mind, and sometimes I sing aloud alone 
or with my children. This greatly encourages me in my Christian walk as I stumble, 
fall, or am diverted off the path. I was never very good at memorizing Scripture, but 
somehow over the 50+ years of singing hymns every week in church I have come to 
know many by heart. If you are unfamiliar with hymns, read the words as you would 
poetry. 

Finally, as a retired, commercial Interior Designer, and a life-long seamstress, I 
appreciate the beauty of well-designed fabrics. When I go into a fabric store, I can’t 
help but stroke all the gorgeous textiles that span a rainbow of hues, soft as silk 
or textured as camelhair. Each is a veritable feast for my eyes, and an irresistible 
indulgence for my fingertips. 

I have been a weaver, but I have never learned to knit. My aunt is an incredible knitter, 
and I was always fascinated by her skillful creations. There is nothing like putting on 
a cuddly knit sweater the first cool day in autumn. Unlike woven fabrics that fray 
and tear with too much use, knit stretches with stress, becoming more luxurious and 
treasured with wear and time. It is only when the knit material is cut that it becomes 
useless until repaired. 

Highly regarded thinkers have described human lives as a tapestry, each of us with an 
assortment of flaws, colors, and patterns woven into the eventually finished piece. I 
like to think of my extended family and our life journey together as a creative work 
of knit. Our Master’s hands stretch us beyond our own ability, and often beyond belief, 
but we are never rent beyond usefulness. Our lives knit together are better, stronger, 
and more colorful than we ever imagined ourselves as an individual, small segment. 
As He continues to knit our unified design into something larger than ourselves, ever 
adding a greater variety of stitch types, colors, and fibers, we become a one-of-a-
kind creation. Knit together, we are an enduring legacy which only He can envision 
– the perfect work of His hands. During the process we are stretched, yet unbroken. 

I hope you’ll enjoy reading my family’s multi-generational memoir, and you will 

1. All hymns from The Celebration Hymnal, Songs and Hymns for Worship; Copyright © 1997 by Word/Integrity.
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take the time to read through the included biographies of my ancestors.  We stand on 
their shoulders to gain strength and inspiration for enduring the tough times, and days 
spent with them increased our joy in the good times.  My children and I are who we 
are, because of them.

To God be the Glory; in Christ alone. 

Shari Howard McMinn

December 17, 2013 AD
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№1 
God Cushioned 
Our Blow
“Only fear the Lord, and serve Him in truth with all your heart; for 
consider what great things He has done for you.”   1 Samuel 12:24

I had spent a restless night in my parents’ beautiful Rocky Mountain home, which 
was nestled in a pine forest on the side of a mountain called Bellyache Ridge. 
A middle-aged woman often doesn’t sleep well, whether she is just set in the 

pattern of waking up every two hours to nurse many children, or accustomed to long, 
tiring days and nights full of worries that keep her tossing. That night, I think, it was 
just a different mattress than what I was used to. I had set the alarm for 6:30am, but 
was wide awake at 6:00, and so was my husband, Cary. 

Since we were both awake, we decided to start our day even earlier than anticipated. 
After all, it was his 62nd Birthday, May 31, 2013, and we were headed to the western 
slope of Colorado to purchase a new pick-up truck—his birthday gift for himself. 
Well, it would be new to us; we always tried to purchase “cream puff ” used vehicles 
for cash, and this “gift” seemed to fit that profile. Dad and Mom’s house in Wolcott 
was the half-way point between our farm south of Fort Morgan, Colorado and the 
dealership in Delta where the truck was for sale. We had stayed the night there to 
spend time with my folks, but also to take our time by breaking up the long drive. 
The plan was to leave our four youngest kids with my parents (two older children 
had stayed home to do farm work). We were looking forward to a day to ourselves.

Glancing at the digital time readout on his cell phone, Cary suggested we take the 
longer route over the mountain pass and down into the town of Marble. I thought, 
“Well, this is going to take longer than I planned!” but I agreed. It was a picture-
perfect, summer-like, Colorado morning as we headed to higher altitude, stopping 
for a few photo opportunities at the highest pass, and wandering around on endless 
curving mountain roads until we found the quaint town of Marble. The white 
stone quarried there is valued for many uses, including national military cemetery 
headstones. Cary’s folks had taken him to Marble as a young boy, and he had always 
wanted to visit it again—with me. We drove around on the narrow, winding dirt roads 
for a bit, then headed to our final destination, still a couple of hours away. As we left, I 
briefly harbored regret that we didn’t collect any white marble chunks to take home, 
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as they abundantly littered the sides of the road throughout the town.

We continued on our journey down the picturesque slopes west of the Continental 
Divide, arriving in the small, bustling town of Delta by late morning. We pulled into 
the dealership that was selling the perfect truck, the one for which we had searched 
for a number of years. As his birthday approached, we had become more serious 
about finding just the right one: a Ford F350 diesel, with a crew cab, bench front seat, 
towing ability, and air conditioning—a must!

Hellman Motors is a third-generation Ford dealership. The current owner’s adult son 
had been one of Cary’s all-time favorite students at the Art Institute of Colorado. 
Father and son greeted us warmly, showed us the truck so Cary could give it a 
thorough going over, and then we took a spin around town and on the highway. The 
truck drove beautifully, its smooth, powerful engine meeting my picky husband’s 
expectations. Under the hood everything was bright and clean. The interior was 
spotless. I wondered if anyone had ever even sat in the backseat. To our pleasant 
surprise, the truck had both a tow bar and a fifth wheel hitch enclosed by a post-
factory-installed camper shell. The truck was even such a nice color that I had to 
laugh with relief—the many used vehicles we had purchased over the years were fairly 
ugly and utilitarian in look. Now this was a truck I would be happy to drive, if my 
husband would ever let me!

We signed the papers to make the purchase, with Cary writing out a whopper of 
a check so he could “feel” how much it cost. With all the electronic processing of 
checks these days, it hardly feels like we are spending a lot of money when our 
checks are processed at the grocery store. This was his money, and I wanted him to 
realize what he was spending, because for the first time in his life, he could! We had 
both agreed beforehand that it was a good decision for our family, and that we had 
needed such a vehicle for a long, long time. He, of course, had negotiated down the 
price before we ever even saw it, and so we both knew it was a great deal, and a great 
birthday gift that we would all enjoy for years to come.

The Hellmans took us out to lunch at a local Italian restaurant with excellent food, 
and the conversation after the meal continued for over an hour. I had to remind 
my sometimes “control-freak” self that this was my husband’s birthday—his day, not 
mine—to spend any way he wanted. From the restaurant we headed out in our 
separate vehicles, he driving his new truck, and I following in our 15-passenger van. 
We called each other on our cell phones, keeping tabs on one another as we lost visual 
during the three hour drive back to Wolcott. He sounded so excited and happy with 
his day, his truck, and his entire life! I remember hearing, as I drove along, one of our 
favorite songs on the radio: “Jackson” by Johnny and June Carter Cash, and called him 
to find the station so we could both sing along as we cruised on the highway.

We arrived back at my folks, finding the kids cheerfully hanging out. My thoughtful 
mom had packed snacks for the next three-hour leg of our drive back “down to the 
plains.” Of course, all the kids wanted to ride in Cary’s new truck, so I enjoyed some 
infrequent, always needed, time alone. Traffic was minimal, the weather clear, and our 
two vehicles ran without incident. We reached home around 10pm. 

We were all tired, but exhilarated. The kids were looking forward to the next day’s 
trip with “Dear Old Dad” to Water World for his fun-filled, birthday blow-out bash. 
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Thankfully, even our adult daughters and sons, including the guys’ girlfriends, would 
all be able to make this special date. Our firstborn daughter would get off work later 
in the day to join them, but the plan was to head-out early Saturday morning after 
livestock feeding, to arrive in the north Denver area by the park’s 10am opening time.

As for me, I had picked up a stomach bug somewhere and knew I would spend a 
restless night up and down from my bed to the bathroom. But I could sleep in, having 
prepped their cooler of food and drinks before bedtime, and was looking forward to 
a very rare day of being alone on our farm.

When they arrived home after a long day, Cary declared with his trademark broad 
smile that he and the kids had enjoyed “My best birthday ever!” Since that morning 
had been terribly cool, the overcast skies had kept many water-lovers home. Hence 
there were literally no lines at the various water rides all day, so my husband and our 
kids went over and over again on every possible feature of the vast water park. They 
were all cold as popsicles, but happy and tired and ready for bed.

My beloved husband had thoroughly enjoyed his day, his week, and his year up to this 
point. He joyfully chatted about life as he prepared for bed. He mentioned he had 
some upper body chills from his day, and commented that he, too, was coming down 
with a stomach bug. We turned into bed around 11:00pm, and neither of us felt like 
giving each other our nightly kiss, as our stomachs continued to sour.

I am a light sleeper, and typically get up every two hours to use the restroom, whether 
I need it or not. The laundry room is adjacent to our bedroom and bathroom in the 
basement of our nearly 100 year old farmhouse, and I often run a few loads during 
the night when water is available, to avoid competing with garden and livestock 
watering needs during the hot days. That night I noticed Cary was very restless, 
going up and down to the bathroom, and even was upstairs during the wee hours. 
He just couldn’t sleep. Several times I asked him if I could do anything for him, and, 
typical man that he was, replied “No.” At one point I asked him why he had been 
having trouble sleeping lately, since I had noticed that this was becoming a frequent 
occurrence during the last few weeks. He replied “We can talk about it later; go back 
to sleep.” So I did.

Around 8:15am I got up for the day. I saw Cary was out of bed, and the bathroom 
door was shut. I dressed and went upstairs to make coffee while all the kids remained 
asleep. 

Not hearing the downstairs bathroom door reopen, I decided to go back down and 
check on Cary. Perhaps I could give him some stomach medicine, get him some 
water, or run a hot bath for him. But I could see through the louvered door that he 
was slumped over, apparently sleeping.

Cary was a funny guy when it came to sleeping. His pillow was a very thin “pancake” 
that we teased him about. Often on a cold afternoon, he would sleep flat out on our 
warm hardwood living room floor with no pillow. In the summer heat, I would often 
find him asleep on the cool grass outside. Working late at night, he would fall asleep 
leaning over on his drafting table. In the kitchen earlier that morning, I had noticed 
his Bible opened to 1 Samuel 12 on the table, and figured he had fallen asleep after 
reading it hours before.
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At first I didn’t think much of his bathroom sleeping spot. I stood there at the closed 
door for a minute, and then looked closer through the slat openings to see if his 
breathing was steady. Then I quietly and slowly opened the door so as not to disturb 
his rest. 

Not seeing his chest moving in and out, I placed my hand on his back, and there was 
nothing—no rise and fall, no heartbeat, no movement! I called his name a few times, 
and then quickly grabbed his abundant, wavy, black hair to lift up his head. His face 
was completely red and I could tell, right then, that he was dead. Oh! What horror! I 
shook him and there was no response. I ran upstairs yelling for my third-born son to 
come to me. He jumped out of bed and ran behind me as we raced back downstairs. 
Our second-born daughter heard the commotion, came running after us, and I yelled 
at her to get the kids together in one of the bedrooms as they were waking, sleepy-
eyed, wondering what was going on. Immediately obeying, she also instinctively and 
calmly called 911, and I heard her relay the details of what was transpiring before our 
disbelieving eyes. My son lifted Cary down to the floor and started CPR. It was chaos. 

Twice in our married life I had been concerned that Cary had died. Once was when 
he didn’t come home all night from his teaching job in Denver, then another time 
was during the previous winter, when he experienced a terrible chest congestion 
that went on for weeks. During this second time, he wouldn’t go to the doctor. I 
put mustard packs on his back every night, and several nights he got to the point of 
not being able to breathe. He had had me hit his back with the blunt force of my 
farmwife-strong arms and tightly-squeezed fist to help clear his lungs. I had tried 
several times to take him to the ER, but he refused. He did recover, eventually. But 
once during the worst of the spell, I had thought for sure he was a goner.

Now, he was. My poor son—he kept CPR going for more than 30 minutes. It took 
so long for the ambulance to come, even from Fort Morgan. Finally I told my son to 
stop his diligent efforts, as Dad was dead. He protested, “But I have to keep trying!” 
in between his tears and wails of “Our wonderful father!” “God save our wonderful 
dad, our family head!” I don’t know what was harder to witness—my son’s crying 
out, or my husband’s body with no life left in it. At some point while I was upstairs, 
my son was joined by my oldest-adopted son and they moved Cary’s unresponsive 
body to our bed nearby.

A sheriff arrived ahead of the ambulance. Thankfully, two of our neighbors came 
after my second born daughter had called them, and stayed with me through the 
long morning of talking to the sheriff who arrived ahead of the EMTs, the victim’s 
advocate, and finally hours later, the coroner. Caring friends they were indeed, to stay 
through that horrible, personal, traumatic ordeal.

They sat with me at a picnic table in our yard through my multiple recounting of 
the events to the various authorities as they arrived, one by one. I told the same story 
over and over again. It somehow helped me face my new reality, and I got through it. 
Thankfully, everyone who questioned me was very kind and gracious.  

I had called a church elder by 9:30am, before church started at 10:30am, asking him 
to spread the sad and shocking news to our church body. I knew they would instantly 
lift up prayers on our behalf. I called one Denver son, and asked him to tell his sister 
and brother. He would have to drive over to his sister’s workplace to tell her; I knew 
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it would be a horrifying, painful shock for all. Someone called my folks—I don’t 
remember if it was me or one of my kids. 

Within two hours my three adult children from Denver had arrived at our remote 
farm, and my folks were there within three hours. What could be said? What could be 
done? Absolutely nothing; it was a complete shock. A surreal fog had settled on our 
lives and there was no lifting of it anytime soon, if ever.

I called our funeral director; he was in church, but called me back as soon as it let out. 
I went over the events of the morning once again, and asked him to come out. He did. 
Word spread like wildfire in our small town community. Church elders, deacons, and 
their wives arrived directly from church mid-day. Friends came as singles, couples, 
and families. They brought hugs, tears, food, paper goods, and condolences. 

I could barely function. I didn’t even know where my kids were, or what they were 
doing, thinking or feeling. I don’t even know if my little kids fully knew what had 
happened. How scared they must have been, not knowing what was happening to 
their good and beloved dad! After all, they had just been with him the day before, 
and had cuddled with him every morning of their lives! My helicopter parenting had 
crashed and now ceased to exist. I did realize at some point that day, that my life had 
changed forever, against all my desires and dreams.

As the minutes, hours, and days wore on, I was able to somehow think, prepare, plan, 
and care for my family. God’s mercy and the prayers of the saints were carrying me 
through with an adrenaline rush of grace. In the midst of it all, God began to reveal 
how He had cushioned our blow.

•

The previous fall, Cary had retired, which then allowed us to enjoy maximum time 
together as a couple, and as a family. We had some means to travel, enjoy weekly dates, 
make farm improvements, pay college tuition, have savings and investments, purchase 
emergency and long-term supplies, and pay all our bills on time. We had no debt. 
We were beholden to no one. We were on a sustainable path that was God-honoring 
and good for us all.

The first ten years of our marriage held the typical economic uncertainties that young 
families usually face. The next ten years getting ourselves out of debt was paramount. 
During the last ten years, preparing for our large family’s future in uncertain economic 
times was a goal we were achieving step-by-step. 

The year before Cary’s death, we had worked diligently to get our paperwork and 
finances in order. We had transferred accounts from our bank of 30 years that was 
closing, to a new local bank. Cary’s mom’s estate had been completely settled, with 
the last paper signed the day before Cary’s birthday—this, after the process having 
dragged along for over two years.

Our most important focus, especially during the last five years, was to ensure each of 
our children knew the Lord as their Savior.  We made every effort to solidify strong 
relationships with each child, whether grown or still at home.  We had sought to equip 
each of them to successfully navigate their adulthood, and loving them through the 
ups and downs of life, preparing for our futures together, and as separate households.
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This past spring we had settled into our support-group leader positions for our 
homeschool group, and things were running smoothly. We had started an area support 
group for adoptive families which was up and running. We had joined our church, 
and all of our adopted kids had finally been baptized, after they could communicate, 
on their own, a confession of their faith.

Since January, we had replaced three vehicles, and now all our vehicles were in ship-
shape condition, with maintenance completed and reliable tires installed. When I 
went to register the new truck after Cary died, I found that he had signed “Right of 
Survivorship” documents on all of them – which was something he had never done 
before in the 25 years of our purchasing vehicles together.

We had made good decisions together, and with our third-born son, regarding farm 
upgrades, and had recently purchased needed equipment for those plans.   Just the 
week before Cary’s death, he and our three sons at home had all attended their first 
farm auction together in nearly a year. There, Cary had seen most every farmer friend 
he knew, and talked at length with each of them while they all waited to bid on 
various equipment pieces. Cary had been so pleased to come home and tell me that 
one of our long-time, close family friends—a farmer from Bennett—was there and 
they were able to catch up on each other’s lives.

Due to farm work demands in the past decade, Cary had been unable to travel for 
his much-loved short-term mission trips. Because our third born son was taking 
over much of the farm work, Cary had finally been able to travel with our first and 
second-born daughters on a two week trip to Tanzania, Africa. The summer before 
his untimely death, the three had traveled with and assisted a team from Engineering 
Ministries International with their efforts to measure, site-survey, plan, and design an 
orphanage addition. It was a life-changing trip for the three of them.

A licensed architect for nearly 30 years, Cary had, in the past few years, finally earned 
his Master of Business Administration in Finance, qualified for Adjunct Professor 
status at his school, updated his design portfolio, and retired from 25 years of college-
teaching. He could then pursue some of his own personal projects, and help our kids 
with theirs. 

Cary had consulted at length with our second-born son about a job promotion, and 
his purchase of a condominium. Cary had been helping our firstborn son prepare for 
his long-awaited wedding and college graduation. Cary and our firstborn daughter 
had started a film company, Expanding Horizons Media, a wholly-owned subsidiary 
of our farm. They had traveled together to the San Antonio Independent Christian 
Film Festival each of the past two years. This past spring, our whole family had helped 
this daughter shoot her first movie production, with Cary as Executive Producer. 
Beneath the Tree of Imagination is a life-affirming, half hour, short feature film that 
she wrote, filmed, directed, starred in, and edited with Cary’s encouragement and 
supervision. 

Cary had helped our second-born daughter find the right college where she could 
earn her culinary degree. He had been helping our oldest-adopted son begin planning 
for a career in the Marines after his high school graduation. He had been helping 
our four younger children envision their God-given dreams, and had begun assisting 
them in setting educational and hobby-craft goals to accomplish these dreams.
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Cary’s life was good indeed. He was at the top of his game. More important to Cary 
than anything was the fact that our first-born son, who had been a prodigal, had 
returned to the Lord just two weeks before Cary’s birthday. Our son had called him, 
and they had talked about his returning to Christ and the family, and turning away 
from some of his poor lifestyle choices that had put up a wall of separation between 
us for more than a decade.

It was Cary’s great joy that all of his kids had been with him for his Water World 
birthday party. It is not an easy feat to assemble ten children, five of them grown with 
their own lives in different cities and states. It was my great joy that my sweetheart, 
business partner, father of my children, and best friend for life wanted to be with only 
me in his beloved mountains on his birthday. It was our second-born daughter’s great 
joy to have prepared her dad a sumptuous pre-birthday banquet feast the night before 
we headed to the mountains – a lawn party of chef-prepared delicacies we could all 
enjoy by candlelight, despite the blustery wind!

What else was there for Cary to accomplish? In the Lord’s grand scheme of His vast 
universe, Cary’s life work was apparently completed. One moment he was here, the 
next moment he was in the presence of His Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, in Heaven.

The coroner’s report stated Cary died within seconds of a heart attack, brought on 
by hardening of the arteries. Physically fit, very active for his age, most of our friends 
thought he was much younger than his 62 years. Barely greying, he was the picture 
of an active outdoorsman – a trim, tanned, lean, handsome machine whether in his 
jeans and western shirt for a day on the farm, or in a suit and tie for church. Neither a 
smoker nor overweight, he was in excellent physical health, but for that hidden thing 
of calcified arteries. Cary weighed the same at his death as he weighed at his high 
school graduation. 

As I beat myself up over the fact that I could have found him sooner, or could have 
intervened in his death by being more attentive, the Lord comforted me with the 
reminder that He alone numbers our days. That day, Cary could have died in a tractor 
accident in front of our impressionable, young kids or in a tragic highway accident 
with all of us there to witness his death and perhaps be injured as well. Instead, God 
took him peacefully and quickly. Cary had said many times during his last year of life 
“God is good and gracious.” Indeed He was, and is, and will continue to be.

I am forever grateful to the Lord, who knows our conception date (and in turn, our 
death date) that Cary died in his sleep, on the farm that he loved, without medical 
interference or prolonging of vegetative life, on a perfectly cloudless, windless, summer 
Sunday morning, as the songbirds sang amidst the trees in our front yard. 

Surely, on June 2nd, 2013 at dawn, the angels sang to welcome him, and our daughter 
Abby stood at the gate to greet her Dad as he ran to her with outstretched arms in 
front of their heavenly mansion on streets of gold. I know it was glorious!

The following is Cary’s obituary as it appeared in the Fort Morgan Times, with the 
heading they gave it. We had never talked about what he would want it to include, but 
I think he would have agreed with what it contains as his final tribute. I loved writing 
this to honor him, even though I hated having to do it. I believe it sums up his over-
the-top life perfectly, and I know he went to Heaven with no regrets, except perhaps 
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the regret of our not sharing one last, long goodnight kiss.

Obituary: Cary Neal McMinn, RA, MBA; Sustainable Farmer 
and Christian Volunteer
Cary Neal McMinn, 62, of rural Fort Morgan, passed away Sunday, June 2, 
2013, of natural causes, at his home on BLESSED CREEK FARM. It was a 
beautiful Sunday morning when he went to be with the good and gracious 
Lord Jesus Christ in his eternal heavenly home. Cary was born May 31, 1951 
in Roswell, NM to John “Jack” & Naomi McMinn. His father was in the 
oil business and the family lived in New Mexico, Texas, and Colorado for 
Cary’s youth. Cary married Cathy Baca and together they had a son, Grant. 
Their marriage ended, but Cary continued to be an involved father as the 
custodial parent. Cary attended Arizona State University where he earned a 
degree in Architecture with a minor in Industrial Design. He then worked in 
Colorado for various architecture firms. In April of 1985, Cary took a job as 
an Architectural Draftsman with the commercial interior design firm of Victor 
Huff & Associates in Aurora. On his first day of work he met his future wife, 
Shari Howard. 

Cary married Shari on December, 17, 1988 in Denver. They lived in the 
Montclair neighborhood for many years, beginning their family and becoming 
involved in local school and community efforts as volunteers. Cary continued 
to practice architecture on his own and began teaching at the Art Institute 
of Colorado in Denver in the Industrial Design, Interior Design and Digital 
Technical Graphics departments until retiring from teaching in the fall of 
2012. 

A lifelong learner and avid reader, Cary continued furthering his higher 
education by working five long years on his MBA-Finance from Argosy 
University. It was his honor to walk for his diploma with his son, Justin who 
earned his MBA-Marketing in the same ceremony. In 2001 the McMinn 
family moved to their remote farm. There, they began to practice sustainable 
farming techniques, raising heritage breed livestock for farm to consumer bulk 
meat sales. The past few years, Cary and his family teamed with the Christian 
Home Educators of Colorado (CHEC) to host their Homestead Bootcamp 
and Homestead Family Day for homeschool families to learn about farming. 
Cary was an active volunteer in Morgan County 4-H, Conservation District, 
and Homeschool Network groups. He loved giving his time to people and 
sharing what he had with others. 

Cary volunteered his Architectural services for Christian foreign mission 
endeavors. During the 1990’s, he took several trips to Chile with his son, 
Justin to help with building repair and construction. In December of 1999, to 
welcome Y2K, he and his family traveled to the Papago Indian Reservation 
in Arizona to work with his in-laws on a mission outreach. In 2012 he went 
to Tanzania with his oldest daughters for EMI, to help survey and design an 
addition for an orphanage. His most important Christian outreach was to 
the pro-life and adoption movements. He helped contribute to projects as 
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Casa de Fe in Shell, Ecuador, A Caring Pregnancy Center in Brush, and had 
recently started an adoption support group, FAMILIES BY GRACE, in the 
Morgan County area. He took seriously the call to Christians in James 1:27 to 
‘visit widows and orphans in their distress.’ 

Though Cary was a registered architect, farmer and teacher, his pleasure in 
life came from spending time with his family. He was a beloved husband and 
father. He loved being outdoors doing all kinds of activities with his wife and 
children. He enjoyed all types of animals, especially horses, and never rode 
enough as he was so busy with the details of life. Cary enjoyed working with 
all of his children on their various 4-H projects, and gardening with his wife. 

Cary enjoyed meeting with and talking to men wherever he went, encouraging 
them to be better men of God, husbands and fathers. He truly cared for and 
loved people of all ages and had a heart for children, especially the fatherless in 
this world. He spent his last week of life attending a farm auction, purchasing a 
truck, driving in the mountains with his wife, and spending his last day of life 
on earth at Water World with all of his children. A creative genius, Cary loved 
all forms of art, music, history, and politics. He was an ardent conservative, and 
staunch supporter of the Constitution as written by our nation’s God fearing 
founding fathers. 

Cary was a member of Reformation Orthodox Presbyterian Church. He loved 
to read his Bible and was an enthusiastic follower of his Lord & Savior, Jesus 
Christ. Survivors include his wife, Shari; and 10 of his children, Grant, Justin, 
and Hayley of Denver; Megan of N. Miami, FL; Zane, Eddie, Destiny, Taryn, 
Jesse, and Madison of Fort Morgan; a sister, Megan Heil of Roswell, NM; a 
brother, Rory McMinn of Lincoln, NM, and his in-laws, Robert and Joanne 
Howard of Wolcott, CO. He was preceded in death by an infant daughter, 
Abby, and his parents. A memorial service will be Wednesday, June 5, 2013 at 
4:00 PM at Immanuel Evangelical Church in Fort Morgan. The service will 
conclude at the church. Private interment will be at Fairmount Cemetery in 
Denver at a later date. Friends who wish may make memorial gifts to the Cary 
McMinn Memorial Fund C/O Heer Mortuary. 

•

In the aftermath of our great loss, I realized that it was now my primary job to help 
my kids deal with their lives which had been changed forever, and to help them each 
find a reason to go on. I wanted them not just to survive, but thrive. My greatest task 
as Mom lay before me, even as my greatest grief and burden of Wife was drowning 
me.

Immediately I began plans for Cary’s service, and could not have accomplished such a 
significant tribute without my family, church, and friends. I wanted to have a service 
that would celebrate my beloved husband’s life, giving my kids a memory they could 
cherish in the long, hard days ahead. God seemed to graciously speak to me and 
others about what the plans should entail, and within three days we held a celebration 
of Cary’s life and heavenly home-going. One of our church elders did a magnificent 
job of leading the service. He preached, as I requested, a “Come to Jesus” message for 
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all attending, in case some had never heard the true Gospel spoken before.

I was able to get myself together enough to go into town on Monday, the day 
following Cary’s death, to meet with the funeral home director, a kind and loving 
Christian gentleman. My third-born son accompanied me, and together we were 
able to easily and quickly make wise decisions concerning the handling of the body, 
the memorial service which I wanted to be termed a ‘Celebration’, and the private 
family burial service which would be at a later date. The biggest concern for timing 
was that my firstborn daughter had planned to leave for a month-long trip to Europe 
on Thursday, and my second-born daughter needed to get to her summer job in 
Maine. She had already cancelled her flight that fateful Sunday, but I wanted her to 
be able to leave for Maine soon. Neither daughter wanted to leave the family for 
their respective trips, but I knew in my heart and head that it would be best for both 
of them to continue in their previous plans. We set the service for Wednesday, which 
gave us two days to arrange the program, which my second-born son would produce 
in coordination with the elder; plan the service; delegate the meal preparation; and 
outfit the kids and I for the most important day of our lives – saying a final goodbye 
to our beloved husband and father. The funeral home would get an announcement 
for the Memorial Celebration in the paper immediately, and thanks to my having just 
started to post on social media, the notice spread quickly via the internet. 

One of the details I had to take care of was to decide what clothing Cary should wear 
in his coffin. I knew his favorite clothing choice always consisted of jeans, a western 
shirt, and if a formal occasion, a wool suit coat. I found his favorite pair of Wranglers, 
a brand new western shirt I had given him for his birthday, his black boots he wore 
at our wedding, and his ‘Maverick’ coat. The coat was a long, tailed jacket which he 
had received as a gift from his mom many years ago. When I took the clothing to 
our funeral director, I told him that, being a good wife, I also remembered to bring 
socks and underwear! If he didn’t use them, I didn’t want to know. He laughed and 
said they would, gladly.

When the funeral director had come out to the house that Sunday for our first 
meeting, I told him that Cary would want only a simple pine box. He thought he had 
just the right casket and would show it to me when I came to his office. My son and 
I followed him into a viewing room at the mortuary, and there it was – the perfect 
coffin for Cary. It was pine, but it wasn’t too simple. It had beautiful dovetail joinery 
that a craftsman such as my husband would have appreciated. Being an architect, Cary 
appreciated fine hardware, not cheap plastic imitations. This coffin had some high 
quality metal fittings, not overly ornate or numerous, but just the right amount to 
exude quality of design and construction. When the funeral home director opened 
the lid, we saw that the inside was a simple white lining of synthetic satin. I knew 
Cary would have preferred linen or some other natural fiber, but beggars can’t be 
choosers when timing is important. The only problem was the pillow. It was massive 
and puffy – and Cary would have wanted a minimal, flat “pancake!” I told the director 
to take it out, and I would bring my husband’s special 20+ year-old pillow. I brought 
it in with his clothing. I did not launder the dirty, rag-tag thing beforehand, as I 
recalled with a smirk that the one time I did wash it, Cary had scolded me that the 
washing and drying had transformed the shape in a negative way and I should never 
wash it again!
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Of course, as with all important events in life, there was a huge problem that the 
mortuary was working diligently to solve. The funeral home was in Morgan County, 
and we lived in Adams County. The coroner’s office of Adams County had taken away 
Cary’s body, and we were told that Adam’s county was notoriously slow in performing 
autopsies, both for the written results, and the return of the body! The funeral home 
called the Adams County coroner’s office multiple times a day to urge them to finish 
with Cary’s body so it could be in the casket for the memorial service on Wednesday. 

By late Tuesday, his body had still not been returned. I told the director that if worse 
came to worst, I would be okay with the body not being in the casket for the service, 
but they were absolutely not to let anyone besides me know. I didn’t want my kids to 
have a conniption fit if everything wasn’t just how it should be. An hour before the 
service was to start, I took aside one of the gentleman from the funeral home and 
asked if Cary was indeed with us that day. Yes, he let me know that everything was in 
order. To this day I assume that was the truth, and don’t want to know if it wasn’t! It 
did take more than eight weeks to receive the official coroner’s report. Thankfully, in 
spite of all the paperwork I would have to deal with later, they issued the statement 
of death within just a few days.

When our third-born daughter, Abby, had died as an infant some 18 years before, I 
had learned that the clothes you wear to a funeral are not something you probably 
ever want to wear again. (I will tell the full story of Abby’s brief life in an upcoming 
chapter.)  I also learned that wearing something black, formal, beautiful or handsome, 
but comfortable, would help provide the appropriate mind-set, and physically prepare 
one for the long, hard day of grief. With that all in mind, the day before the service 
my older daughters took their younger sisters shopping for appropriate clothing, and 
I located what I would wear, and supervised the boys’ selections. 

The morning of the service, we took our time getting dressed to look our best for 
Cary.  My second born daughter was extremely helpful as she skillfully styled my hair 
as well as her younger sisters’, and was cheerfully my level-headed assistant as I went 
about my duties in a fog.  My parents and my adult children living in Denver arrived 
for us to drive the half hour to town in caravan, each of us no doubt dreading what 
lay ahead, but rejoicing in the hope of the Cross, and relieved we could all be together 
for the solemn day.

We pulled up in front of the church in Cary’s truck about an hour before the service 
was to start.  Our relatives and closest friends soon joined us, as the funeral home 
staff made last minute preparations.  As guests began arriving, it was plain to see the 
sanctuary would be filled to the point of “standing-room-only.” Family members 
and friends participated in the service by contributing special music, and by giving 
many touching, open-microphone testimonials. I had asked our elder to close the 
Celebration by announcing to the crowd of over 500 that they were welcome to stay 
for the generous buffet banquet. I also asked him to let everyone know that I would 
personally like to thank and greet each one who wanted to approach me, knowing 
that all those hugs and tender reassurances would carry me through the difficult days, 
weeks, months, and years ahead. 

The final, crowning part of the service was when our young friend began to play 
Amazing Grace on his bagpipes as Cary’s coffin was carried out by my sons and Cary’s 
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dearest friend, who had been best man at our wedding. As the first few notes rang 
out, I felt compelled to stand up, walk over, and kiss the framed black-and-white 
photo of my handsome husband, dressed in a suit and tie, with his trademark signature 
scrawled across the bottom of the photo. The photo sat between floral bouquets atop 
the Christian and Scottish flags that covered his beautiful coffin. So, I actually did 
get to give my sweetheart a final goodbye kiss; he just couldn’t kiss me back. Then, 
I turned and followed my husband’s lifeless body, dressed in cowboy elegance and 
resting on his pancake pillow, as the coffin exited the sanctuary.

My daughters followed me out to the front lawn sidewalk to watch my sons tearfully 
load their dad into the waiting hearse. We shared private moments with each other 
before I turned around to see all of our relatives and supportive community waiting, 
watching, wondering, and worrying for us.

I was shocked and encouraged by how many friends we actually had, and was thankful 
as they greeted our family one-by-one. I had asked our young friend from church, a 
professional photographer whom we had hired for my Mom’s 80th birthday celebration 
earlier in January, to come and photograph the Celebration. His thoughtful black and 
white pictures captured all the human pain and tears, along with the calm assurance 
of a Christian celebration of life and death. Now, as I look upon those photographs 
spread throughout our home, I am again reminded of the good and gracious Father 
God we serve, whose Holy Spirit presence was with us that sad, great day when we 
celebrated the redeemed life of Cary and his arrival into paradise at the feet of his 
Lord Jesus Christ. I understood completely, that day more than ever before, the three-
in-one of the Trinity: Father, Son, and Holy Spirit.

•

In the summer and fall that would unfold after Cary’s death, we gradually got back 
into our routine of farm life, and life in general. Thankfully, we had a constant stream 
of food and visitors to help us cope on a daily basis. At times we wanted to be alone; at 
times we needed others to be with us. Our friends and family understood, somehow, 
and gave us the space when we needed it, and likewise provided the fellowship when 
we needed it.

My daughters did both carry out the travels they had planned, and we set Saturday 
August 17, 2013 as the date we would all be together again to gather at Fairmount 
Cemetery in Denver to finally bury Cary. I drafted a simple invitation which my 
second-born son then professionally printed, along with matching envelopes. A 
month ahead of time, I addressed and mailed these to our relatives. I also invited my 
husband’s friend, our best man and his wife, as well as a family from our church who 
are our close friends. I asked my dad to open the small, private service in prayer, asked 
each person to share something about Cary if they wanted to, and asked the deacon 
to close in prayer. My third-born son, who possesses a natural talent for singing, led 
us in a few hymns in between.

In order to get through that difficult hour, I prepared a few things that would make 
it more meaningful for each of us.  I went shopping for myself and purchased a sheer, 
lime green blouse and camisole, with coordinating jewelry. I knew it would be hot, 
and I wanted to look “hot” for my wonderful husband.  Lime green (or chartreuse, 
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as it is properly called in the design world) was my husband’s all-time favorite color. 
With this outfit, I wore black slacks and a new pair of dressy, black flip flops. Wearing 
those shoes would remind me of all the fun my husband and I had enjoyed on 
our beach vacations. I also purchased summery outfits with black backgrounds and 
colorful floral designs for my younger daughters, and encouraged my older girls to 
find something new they would like to wear, on my dime. The boys wore black slacks 
and comfortable shirts, varying between sport knit and suit with tie – each wore what 
worked for them.

Our friends attending the service from our church have a floral design business. I 
asked them to locate 25 birds of paradise flowers, which were Cary’s favorite flowers, 
as a remembrance for our 25 years of marriage; and 62 Japanese Iris, another of his 
favorite, to remember his 62 years of life. During the service the iris would rest on 
the casket, and the Birds of Paradise could be passed out to each person attending, 
for them to place individually on the casket at the end of the service. The remaining 
flowers would form a bouquet for me to take home and cherish.

In order to lighten things up a bit for my kids, I also purchased ten Hot Wheels 
race cars for them to each place on the casket. This proved to be a great idea, since 
it helped everyone humorously recollect the love Cary had for fine cars, though he 
never had a chance to own one during his lifetime because of the financial sacrifices 
he gladly made for his family.

I was very pleased that both Cary’s brother and sister were able to attend the 
internment, along with one of his cousins. My parents, one of my sisters and her 
husband, my dear aunt, and both sets of our invited friends joined all ten of my living 
children and I to say a final goodbye to Cary. Not everyone in attendance spoke, but 
all cried and hugged and shared a special time with us, giving the closure we needed 
to our long, sad summer. 

Afterward, we all drove just a few miles away to my aunt’s neighborhood clubhouse 
where we enjoyed the sumptuous feast she had carefully prepared for us. It was a time 
of enjoying fellowship and comfort food. Just as my aunt had done for us when our 
baby Abby died, she again took her time and resources to provide for our family as 
we grieved our devastating loss. 

I gave my grown children a choice as to where Cary would be buried: the farm, 
Fort Morgan, or Denver. The older ones all requested he be buried at Fairmount 
Cemetery in Denver so they would have a place to go be with him when they wanted 
to remember him in a physical way. At that time, three of them lived within just a few 
miles of that cemetery, near where we used to live in the Montclair neighborhood. 
Those of us remaining on the farm remember him in everything we see and do, so I 
agreed that he should be buried in our family plot in Denver. I look forward to the 
day, hopefully very soon, when Cary’s headstone will be in place. Then, we can return 
as often as we want to the spot where our beloved husband and father rests, next to 
our beloved baby Abby. 

In order to successfully cope with our new season of life, I realized that we had to 
remember all the wonderful times we had with Cary, as well as move forward and 
make new memories without him. We did a combination of the two, and I tried to 
alternate back and forth between old memories and new, so as not to become mired 
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in depression, nor become shallow in our joy as it returned bit by bit. At the burial 
service, I had given each of my children a gift bag filled with scrapbooking items and 
nearly 100 photos of Cary at different stages of his life, so they could make their own 
memory book when ready. As for me, my bag is still sitting in my study, waiting for 
the day when I can bear to reminisce, and completely fall apart when I do so.

In the fall, we got back on track with school, kept up with farm chores, celebrated our 
oldest son’s wedding, planted a beautiful “Welcome” garden at the top of our driveway 
(including a buggy that Cary had purchased at his last auction), celebrated birthday 
milestones, enjoyed several family field trips, visited my folks in the mountains for 
my dad’s birthday, and waded through the Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year’s 
holidays as best we could. 

The prayers of our extended family, church body, and believing friends helped us face 
the reality of our tremendous loss, as well as to face each new day with the realization 
that we still possessed a great life. The most difficult reality for me was fighting the 
urge to run away from my widowhood, instead of remaining at home to finish raising 
my younger children while encouraging my grown children in their varied endeavors. 
It was especially hard because I didn’t have my best friend to give me counsel in my 
many decisions, and to encourage me during all the depressing, lonely days. Yet, I 
could (and can) trust in Christ, and believe that my future in Heaven is assured not 
by my works, but in the work He did on the cross for me, my kids, and my beloved.

Challenging as it was, I made the choice to find joy in the mornings, to be thankful 
for what I had and continue to have, and to reject bitterness at each and every turn. I 
had been through a similar season after my daughter Abby’s death, and knew that the 
best therapy was to continue to be creative and productive with my time. 

Though it was a constant battle of emotions, I began to remember all the details of 
Cary’s and my life together, to recollect the memories of my childhood with my 
extended family, to sift through the hand-written journals of our faithful ancestors 
who toughed it out through worse circumstances than my own.  I soon began to stand 
on their shoulders, seeing ahead to the generations yet to come. More importantly, I 
began to realize that I could positively affect my children, future grandchildren and 
great-grandchildren because of the choices I would make every day from now on. 

I would get through this sad and unwanted new season of my life while writing this 
memoir concerning the seasons that had come before, along with those unfolding, 
and those yet to come.  Because of the legacy of faith passed on to Cary and me from 
our predecessors, my children and I would not only survive, but would once again 
thrive, by God’s grace and mercy. 

•

WHEN THE ROLL IS CALLED UP YONDER
When the trumpet of the Lord shall sound, and time shall be 

no more, And the morning breaks, eternal, bright and fair;

When the saved of earth shall gather over on the other 
shore, And the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there.
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When the roll is called up yonder, 

When the roll is called up yonder, 

When the roll is called up yonder, 

When the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there.


